IH:
Though she could not read one word of English there was not one book I read of which she did not know the narrative. She knew my " marks" at school. She knew my friends. She hated and loved my teachers as I did. It was as if she lived my life with me. But during all the hot summer months after my graduation from grammar school, months wherein she and I sewed side by side, we let fall not one word concerning my wish to go to high school. Some of the lads who had been in my class at school came in with shining eyes to impart to us the tidings that they had " jobs " to " sell papers after school," or " work in tobies at night." That meant that they could go to high school. While they spoke I would drop my eyes, heavy with tears. Every one seemed to take it for granted that I would continue, in the [86]
